MODERN TRAVEL

of a dog brought its master, who, on my explaining
that I had come by aeroplane especially to see El
Greco's Laocoon> admitted me to the galleries. Unfor-
tunately this picture was no longer there. It has since
appeared in London. The main interest of the collec-
tion was the Holbeins, which included the famous
miniature of Erasmus in old age, and a water-colour
of Edward VI of England holding a small, flap-eared
dog. The keeper drew my attention to the phantasies
of his fellow-citizen Bocklin, who enjoyed a great vogue
about 1880.

After dining on the terrace of the hotel, and sur-
rendering the requisite coupons from our tickets, the
party, now depleted to five, proceeded to the station,
accompanied by various officials of Imperial Airways
carrying the sticks, coats, and parcels that had been
left behind. "We have to treat our passengers like
children," they observed resignedly. The train was in ;
wagon-lits were reserved ; we disposed our baggage;
but there was no engine. This arrived three-quarters
of an hour late, and then rushed through the Alps at
an immense pace, interrupted by halts of such violence
that on one occasion I fell out of bed.

Morning dawned in northern Italy. More of the
company's officials, smartly uniformed in blue serge and
gold braid, met us at Genoa. " They don't half run
die houses up here," remarked one passenger, who had
not been in Italy before. After traversing the untidiest
port in the world, we came to a small barge, the pro-
perty of the S.A.N.A. (Societa Anonima Navigazione
Aerea), where poached eggs and strawberry jam lay
inviting on a table.

Already the heat was sweltering. Out in the harbour
glittered the white Calcutta flying-boat, the City of Rome,
with a small Union Jack fluttering from its cockpit.
After a slight delay, caused by the checking of the mails,
we went off in a launch. The Union Jack was furled

168